114       THE "HEART'S DELIGHT"
" I'll mutiny you if you don't obey,"
Sir John sang out in his piping way.
He drew his sword and his face was stern,
And his eyes like coals 'gan to flicker and burn.
Big Ben gave a shrug, and 'neath his breath
He muttered, " Good Lord 1 it is certain death.
I'm fond of a scrap on the open sea,
So the odds are fair, but this beats me.
I freely own he's the better man.
I've ne'er seen a better since life began."
Then,  " Starboard your helm I"  his   great  voice roared,
"And let her run with the windl" And at once the great ship fell away,
And the billows rushed surging behind. Straight for the Dutchman's central might Went the British battleship, "Heart's Delight," With sails all set through the war cloud's gloom, Swift and proud to her certain doom.
Crash I and the " Heart's Delight's " towering prow
Struck the nearest Dutchman's rounded bow,
Cut him down to the water line,
Trod him under in the brine,
Staggered a moment in recoil,
Then onward swept through the wild turmoiL
Down in a welter of swirling wave Sank the big Dutchman to his grave, While the welkin rang to the frenzied cry Of three hundred souls in their agony.